John Fiske

nothing but solid water, and we were like fishes
at the bottom of the sea, and the floods ran across
the road so profusely that I wondered they did n't
float the coach, and wash us all into Loch Leven.
The tempest was such that the driver turned back
before we had got to the heart of the glen, and
about noon we returned to the inn, where I sent
my boots and my ulster to the kitchen to be dried,
and went upstairs and changed clothes, and went
down into the parlour, where there was a pretty
good piano, and began to play with all the zest
of a chap that has been famished for a piano for
weeks and weeks. I began on the g Squitch' and
extemporised several variations on it, and was go-
ing along with great glory when I looked up and
saw Mrs. M. seated in the bay-window with hood
and water-proof on, looking intently at me, with
tears on her cheeks, and then I became aware
that there were a dozen people in the room. When
I had finished there was a grand clapping of hands;
and M. came up and said that was grand, and could
I give 'em a dose of Mendelssohn? It was one of
my good days, when I can get the cantabile out of
a piano, and I played considerable of Mendelssohn,
Beethoven, and Chopin, with genuine applause
from all present; and then we all became very
sociable, and passed a charming afternoon in con-
versation and games, and dined, together like a
family party."

The Pass of Glencoe, and the way thither. "It
was a superb morning, and at 8 I started on top of
coach for Tyndrum, through one of the grandest
roads in Scotland. We coasted along the banks of
Loch Etive, passed the ruined Dunstaffnage Castle,
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